Food to* I „o M SS^fS. m °P '- , 

Slpt fomo watcr.llharcno, dofd mint „ et 

T be beit way is,the next way to a grave : 7 
fcach errant Hep betide is torment. Loe 

CaLin'T' i? d<,wn - ,h ' c iy=k«s diirp.,the Scbteieko* 

v-alisjn the dawne; all office* are done 

Save what I fade in: But the point is this 

An end, and that is all. Exit' 

j£* na A* £ uu Arcite ^ File's. 
*^ rC ' 1 flloulci b « nc «-e the place, hoa. Cofen PaUmon. 

Pal. Arcite, Enter Talamelt, 

Arc, The fame.-T have brought you foode and files, 

^ ome forth and feare not, here s no Thefetu. 

P al, Nor none fo honefl: a Arcite , 

<iArc % That's no matter. 

Wee’ l argue that hereafter: Come take courage, 

Y ou (hall not dye thus bea%,here Sir drinke 
I know you are faint, then ile talkc further with you. 

Pal. Arcite, thou mightft now poyfon me. 

Arc. I might. 

But I muft feare you firft : Sit downe,aad good now 
No more oftheie vaine parlies; let us not 
Having our ancient reputation with us 
Make taike for Fooles,and Co wards,To your bealch.&c. 
Pal. Doe. 

Arc, Pray fit downe then, and let me entreate you 
By all the honefty and honour in you, 

No mention of this vvoman,t’vvill diftuibe us, 

We fha!l have time enough. 

Pal> Well Sir,Ile pledge you, (blood man. 

t/fre. Drinks a good hearty draught, it breeds good 
" Doe 
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Doe not you feele it : thaw you . orw o more. 

^. S ^d'SctichasLrcQ,-Ea K n 0W . 

P j!c lam glad you have fa good a ftomaefe, 

n / «rhdder I fiavefogoodmsatc toot. 

£j, t not mad lodging, here in the wild woods Cofen 
Pal ' Yes for then that have wilde Conferences, ( I ee, 
^e.Hovv tafts your vittails?your hunger needs no fa wee 

. Bu^ if it did* yours is too tait.-fweetc Cofen? what is this? 
Art. Venrfon. 

Pal, Tis a lufly meate t 

Giue me more wine; here Arcite to the wenches 
Wehavekriownin ourdaies.The J.ord Stewards daughters 
Doe you remember ht r ? 

Arc. After you Cuz. 

Pal. She lov’d a black-hairdmaa. 

Arc. She did fo; wellSrr. 

Pal, And I have heard fome call him Arcite 
Arc. Out with’t faith. 

Pal. She met him in an Arbour : 

What did fhc there Cuz ? play o’th virginals? 

Are. Something fhc did Sir. 
fal. Ma de her groane a moneth for’t jor 2, or J*Ot I®* 
Arc. The Marshals Sifter, 

Had her (hare too ,asl remember Gofen, 

Elfe there be tales abroade, you’l pledge her ? 

Pal. Yes. 

Arc. A pretty broune wench t’is-Therc wasa time 
When yongmen went a hunting, and a wood, 

And a broade Beech: and thereby hangs a tale : heigh ho* 
Pal, For Emily , upon my life; Foole 
Away with this (train d mirth;! fay againe 
That figh wasbreathd for £mily\ bale Cofen, 

Dar’fi thou breake firft? * 

Are. you are wide. 

P al . By heaven and earth, ther’s nothing in thcehoneft. 

G Arc, 








